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My Only Sunshine 


Author's Notes: 
| had this idea suck in my head all last night so | had to write it. 


"Are my sunshine, 


my only sunshine.” 


Roger sat behind the humming boy on a bed, brushing his hair carefully. Ever since he started visiting him 
again, he always made a remark about how Syd's hair was a mess. But he didn't care, so Roger spent a good 
hour a day brushing the waves for the guitarist. 


"You make me happy when skies are grey." 
Roger grinned. He loved Syd's singing. He loved how he would roll ‘r's in songs, or say 'warter' instead of ‘water’. 


He always much preferred Syd in the band, singing, playing guitar, writing the songs. It felt more like home 
than anything. But of course they both knew that wouldn't happen 


"You'll never know dear, 


how much | love you... 


It was obvious how much he adored Syd. It was obvious how much Syd adored him. But Syd was different, he 
adored plenty of people the same way. Roger had never met someone who made him feel as.. Important, as Syd 
had. But Roger knew well that many, many people almost worshiped Syd. And Syd also knew that, sometimes 
even used it to his advantage for when Roger found his sugar cubes and flushed them down the toilet: 


He would rub in Roger had no friends, and how pathetic he was. How Syd would throw things at him and 
scream. Roger would leave and Syd would come out crying after him, yelling that he was sorry. Roger would 
come back and lay down with Syd on the dirty mattress, and he would hold him. They would talk about flowers, 
or stars, or whatever Syd wanted. Because Roger just wanted Syd to be happy, even though sometimes it 
meant taking away he knew Syd wanted. 


One day in July, Roger went off to Syd's, as he did daily. He plucked a few flowers from the ground. He walked 
up those steps, knocked, opened the door. He remembered his day very clearly, because even though Roger 
had suspected it, he had never caught Syd in the act. There on Syd's mattress, the one they fondly would 


sleep in and sometimes make love, sat David. Naked. 


Roger looked at him, David looked at Roger. Syd was in the kitchen making tea in David's shirt, when he walked 
out and saw Roger, the cups crashed to the ground. Roger sourly wondered to himself if Syd sung to David 
like he would to him. No one said anything, so Roger handed Syd his flowers, kissed him on the cheek, and left. 


It was the first time Syd ran after him crying and Roger didn't come back. 
"So please don't take my 


sunshine 


away...” 


